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The corneal f Bislorie of 

T ft ball, at our Sinagoguc 7" #/w//. . Exeunt* 

Enter Bagnio, ‘Portia, Cjratiatio, and nil 

their trajnes. 

Portia. I pray you tarry, paufc a day or two 
Before you hazard, for in choofing wrong 
/loofe your companic } therefore Ibrbeare a while, 
Theresfomething tells me (butitisnotloue) 

/ would not loofe you, and you know your felfe, 

Hate counfailes not in fuch a quallity 5 
But leaftyou fhould not vnderftand me well. 

And vet a mayden hath no tongue, but thought, 

/ would detaineyouheerc foine moneth or two 
before you venture for me. 1 could teach you 
how to choofc right, but then I am forfwonie, 

So will I neuer bc»fb may you mifie me, 

But ifvou doe, youlc make me wifh a finne, 

That I had beene forfworne : Bcfhrow your eyes, 

They haue ore-lookt me and dcuided me, 

One halfc of me is yours, the other halfe yours, 

Minp owne I would fay : but if mine then yours, 

And fo all yours •, 6 thefc naughty times 

puts banes betweenc the owners and their rights 

And fo though vours, not yours, (prouc it fo) 

Let Fortune goc to hell for it, not I. 

I Jpcaketoo long, Luttis to peize the time. 

To ech if, and to draw it out in length, 

T o (lay you from election. ^ 

'Bajf. Let me chooffe. 

For as 1 am, / hue vpon the racke. 

*Tor. Vpon the racke Bajjanio, then confeflc 
what treafbn there is mingled with your loue. 

Bajf None but that vgly treafon of miftiuft, • / 

which makes me fearc th’inioying of my Loue, 

There may as well be amity and life 
Twecnefnow and hie, as treafoft and tny loue. 

Por. .1 but I fearc you fpeake vpon the racke 
where men enforced doc fpeake any thing. 



Bajf. 


• the Merchant of Fenice. 

Bajf. Promife me life, and ile confcde the truth. 

Portia. Well then, confcflc and liue. 

Bajf. Confefle and loue 
had beene the very fum of my confeffion : 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
doth teach me aunfweres for deliuerance : 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Portia. Away then, I am locktin one ofthem. 

If you doe loue me, you will finde me out. 

Nerryjfa and the reft, ftandall aloofe. 

Let niufique found while he doth make his choyfe. 
Then if he loofe he makesa Swan-likd end, 

Fading in mulique. That thecomparifbn 
may ftand more proper, my eye fhall be the ftreamc 
and watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is mufique than i Than mufiqae is 
-men as the flourifh, when true fubie&s bowe 
to a new crowned Monarch : Such it is. 

As are thole dulcet founds in breake of day, 

That crccpc into the dreaming bridc-groomes eare, 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
with no lefle pretence, but with much more loue 
Then young Alcidcs, when he did redeeme 
The virginc tribute, payed by howling Troy 
To the Sca-monfter : I ftand for facrificc. 

The reft aloofe arc the Dardanian vviucs: 

With blearid vifages come forth to view 
TheilTucofth’cxploit: Goe Hercules, 

Liue thou, I liue with much much more difiriay, 

I view the fight, then thou that mak’ft the fray. 

■ est Song the whilst Bajfanio comments on the caskets 
to himfelfe. 


T ell me where is f ancle bred. 
Or in the hart, or in the head,. 
How begot, how nouriJJjed ? 


'Replie, rep lie. 
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